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rHE  fountain  in  Ordunna  knows 
That  when  its  silver  shaft  arose 
The  earth  protested,  groaned,  and  rocked. 
But  when  it  fell  in  shining  spray 
On  famished  sand  and  sun-baked  clay. 
The  earth  rejoiced. 

0  aching  earth,  this  agony 
Will  end  at  last. 

And  fountains  fill  the  shining  land 
When  it  is  past. 


The  Three  Princesses 


T  TILDA  and  Sophie  and  Belle-Marie, 

Princesses,  all  three; 
Hilda  was  tall,  Sophie  was  small. 
Smaller  than  Belle-Marie. 
One  wore  blue,  and  one  wore  red. 
One  wore  yellow,  with  gold  thread. 

They  all  went  out  to  the  woods  that  night. 

Each  with  her  golden  crown; 

In  the  mossy  ground  they  dug  three  holes, 

Down,  and  down,  and  down; 

The  moon  was  bright,  and  the  shadows  steep. 

Like  the  waking  side  of  sleep. 

Hilda  said,  "A  crown's  a  thing 

Works  harm  to  everyone." 

She  buried  the  guilty  golden  thing. 

And  sighed,  for  duty  done; 

She  thought,  "The  common  folk  will  know 

That  we  arc  through  with  pride  and  show.*' 

Belle-Marie  took  off  her  crown 

And  lightly  tossed  it  in; 

She  did  not  care,  though  she  could  not  sec 

Why  Hilda  called  it  sin; 

She  did  not  care,  for  her  heart  beat  wild. 

As  she  thought  how  her  lover  smiled. 
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Sophie  said  not  a  single  word, 

But  her  hole  was  not  so  deep; 

She  thought  to  herself,  "I'll  do  what  I  can 

My  own  gold  crown  to  keep;" 

So  she  threw  in  the  earth,  but  hid  the  crown 

In  the  sweeping  folds  of  her  crimson  gown. 

"Sister  Sophie,  what  is  that  hump 
At  the  side  of  your  crimson  gown?" 

"It's  only  a  frill  of  my  petticoat  caught; 
I'll  stop  and  pull  it  down." 

"Sister  Sophie,  what  is  that  lump 
At  the  front  of  your  crimson  gown?" 

"It's  my  corset,  coming  all  undone." 
("Oh,  never  my  golden  crown!") 

Moon-silver  tipped  the  willow  leaves, 

And  they  hung  limp,  without  a  sound; 

Moon-silver  glistened  on  the  road, 

On  little  stones,  so  hard  and  round; 

Hilda  walked  as  in  a  dream, 

Belle-Marie  to  herself  did  seem 

As  if  she  floated  in  the  air 

An  inch  or  two  from  the  ground. 

Sophie  knew  she  was  wide  awake. 

But  something  strange  in  her  voice  would  come 

With  every  word  she  tried  to  speak. 

Her  tongue  refused,  and  her  throat  felt  numb. 


Hilda,  silent,  with  austere  face. 

Led  the  way  in  stately  pace, 

Sophie  followed  wearily; 

Belle-Marie  was  here  and  there. 

Picking  flowers,  humming  an  air; 

The  gibbous  moon  peered  eerily 

Between  the  boughs  of  the  Judas-tree 

That  should  have  told  them  where  to  turn: — 

But  no  road  there  could  they  discern. 

No  road  to  the  left,  no  road  to  the  right; 

The  moon  was  down,  and  dawn  grew  light. — 

There  was  only  a  bank  of  pale  green  fern 

Where  they  should  have  taken  the  homeward  turn. 

"Oh  sister  Sophie,  what  shall  we  do? 

I  cannot  find  the  way!" 

Sophie  looked  left,  and  Sophie  looked  right, 

But  no  word  did  she  say. 

"Belle-Marie,  come  listen  to  me. 
Stop  your  dance  and  play; 
This  country  is  all  strange  and  bare, 
I'm  afraid  we've  lost  our  way." 

Belle-Marie  looked,  Belle-Marie  cried 
And  sobbed  as  her  heart  would  break; 
She  saw  the  moorland,  vast  and  lone. 
But  she  saw  no  road  to  take. 
No  life  was  there,  of  man  or  bird; 
The  sun  grew  bright,  but  no  wind  stirred. 


Then  Sophie  pulled  out  the  golden  crown, 

And  set  it  on  her  head; 

"Remember  we  are  princesses," 

Were  the  only  words  she  said. 

Hilda  looked,  Belle-Marie  stared. 

As  one  had  risen  from  the  dead. 

The  green  fern  parted  before  their  eyes 
And  Sophie  walked  between; 
Sophie  walked  with  head  held  high. 
As  proud  as  any  Queen. 
Hilda  followed  silently, 
Belle-Marie  came  wonderingly. 

The  green  fern  traced  a  pleasant  road 

That  led  to  the  gates  of  town; 

The  gate-men  hastened  to  let  them  pass, 

For  one  had  a  golden  crown; 

Hilda  and  Sophie  and  Belle-Marie 

Were  princesses  at  home,  all  three. 


Song 


AS  a  bird  to  its  nest 
^  From  the  darkening  skies, 
As  the  sun  in  the  West, 
So  endeth  my  quest, 
So  my  soul  to  its  rest 
In  the  light  of  thine  eyes. 

As  in  Spring  droopcth  low 
The  blossoming  tree, 
My  heart,  even  so. 
As  the  wonder  doth  grow. 
In  its  joy  bendeth  low 
With  the  beauty  of  thee. 


Cor  NLundi 


"OUR  voice  is  tuned  to  shake  my  heart. 


Your  face  holds  all  the  world  for  me, 
Whatever  paths  your  feet  may  tread 
Are  wrhere  my  path  would  always  be. 

To  every  field  its  month  of  rain, 
To  every  May  its  blossom-drift. 
You  are  my  rain,  and  you  are  my  sun, 
You  are  my  good  and  perfect  gift. 


Dom  Polski 

'OWERS  of  St.  Stanislaus 


In  our  city  rise, 
.Builded  by  the  Polish  folk 
Against  the  smoky  skies. 

Unwelcoming  and  busy, 
The  city,  strange  and  wide, 
A  village  in  the  midst  of  it, 
Where  Polish  folk  abide. 

When  by  day  they  venture  forth 
And  at  night  return. 
All  the  village  stay-at-homes 
Marvel  what  they  learn. 

Heart  and  home  are  gathered 
Under  those  grey  towers, 
Promising  security 
After  working-hours. 

Around  the  towers  of  Stanislaus 
The  Polish  folk  abide, 
In  the  new  home  given 
For  an  old  home  denied. 
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April  Song 

T  WILL  not  follow  blindly 

A  little  doubtful  clue. 
As  teasing  winds  of  April 
Are  urging  me  to  do. 

I  will  not  go  my  heart's  way, 
And  all  good  sense  defy, 

But  oh,  the  cherry  branches 
Are  white  against  the  sky  I 
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The  Adventure 


T  WENT  down  town  to  meet  my  Love 

(My  Love  that  only  I  know  of), 
I  carried  with  me  Wishing  Ring 
And  wore  my  best  embroidering. 

The  streets  were  dazzling  where  we  met, 
A  thousand  joys  danced  round  my  head, 
He  turned  to  go,  and  left  me  so, 
"A  very  pleasant  day,"  he  said. 


The  Young  M^elisande 

T  LOVE  my  gold  hair, — 

Not  because  it's  mine  to  wear, 
But  because  the  setting  sun 
When  I  enter  my  still  room, 
Reaches  to  the  mirror  there, 
And  holds  alive  my  gold  hair. 

Suddenly  a  mystery 
Encircles  and  bewilders  me. 
Suddenly  I  grow  aware 
Of  shadows  in  my  gold  hair. 
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Terrible  as  an  Army  with  Banners 


AM  I  so  frightening  to  you,  my  Love, 
^  I,  who  only  desire  to  be 
Rest,  and  a  haven?  Is  it  fear 
That  makes  you  tremble  when  you  come  near? 

Welcome  are  you  to  the  feast  I  have  set. 
Quiet  my  hearth  and  open  my  door, 
Why  do  you  not  walk  gaily  in. 
And  tease  me,  as  you  did  before? 
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April  Snow 


T^OWN  through  the  deep  night  sinking  and  sifting, 

Dropping  a  cool  forgetfulncss  on  grassy  hills, 
Slipping  and  filling,  heavy  white  of  snow 
Blindly  soothes  to  sleep. 

But  soon,  soon,  when  day  comes, 

And  overtakes  again  its  rapture. 

Every  blade  and  bud  will  stir  and  shake  itself  free. 

Pushing  in  eager  passion  to  the  light 

And  the  soft  air ; 

And  then,  only  then  will  be  revealed 
Rainbow-colored  Spring, 
Emerald  green  and  burning  blue,  behind 
A  shifting  purple  curtain. 

I  remember  

There  is  a  hollow  in  the  woods,  bes tarred; 

Thick  ridges  of  blossom  fill  the  lap  of  it. 

Blue  and  pink,  pink  and  blue. 

Purple  and  rose  and  white, 

Drifted  with  shadow,  splotched  with  sun, 

Running  up  to  the  cold  trunk  of  some  old  tree, 

And  down  again  into  the  nestling  warmth 

Of  last  year's  leaves; 

Blue  for  the  cloak  of  the  Virgin, 

Pink  for  all  young  things, 

And  white  to  shine  and  to  amaze. 
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Down  through  the  dark  night,  quietly  falling. 
Subduing  the  ecstasy  of  new  green  hills, 
Slipping,  smothering,  heavy  snow  is  clinging 
Inert  and  wet,  to  the  April  blades  and  buds; 
Vainly  clinging, — evanescent, — 
Transient  as  the  night. 
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The  Quaker  Bride 

"XrOU  ask  me  what 

I  should  like  for  a  ring, 
I  who  never  have  worn  anything 
On  my  hand  before, 
Never  a  ring. 

I  shall  not  ask 

For  a  jewel  of  dew 

Or  a  butterfly's  wing. 

As  you  might  expect; 

But  with  living  opals, 

Fire-flecked, 

And  with  diamonds 

My  hand  shall  be  decked. 

There  never  was, 

And  never  shall  be 

Such  a  lover  of  jewels  and  finery 

As  you  and  your  love 

Have  made  of  me! 
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Sylvelein's  Song 

/^H,  some  arc  hurt,  and  hurt  again, 

And  some  may  die  for  pride. 
And  some  may  lock  and  seal  their  hearts 

And  never  look  inside; 
But  Love  is  the  only  way  I  know, 
Though  sun  may  shine  or  wind  may  blow. 

Easy  roads,  and  all  forgot 

Or  steep  paths,  climbing  high. 

May  be  for  some,  but  not  for  me. 
For  without  Love  I  die; 

Then  hopes  may  come,  and  hopes  may  go, 

I  follow  the  only  way  I  know. 

For  Love  denied  returns  to  blight, 

And  only  Love  is  free, 
So  over,  my  heart,  the  crest  of  the  wave, 

And  over,  poor  heart,  with  me; 
Bitter  and  endless  the  way  below. 
True  Love  is  the  only  way  I  know. 


The  Builder 


T'HAT  shall  we  use  for  building  walls, 
^  ^  My  Queen,  oh,  my  Queen,  oh? 
"Alabaster,  agate  fine. 
Onyx  like  the  pale  moonshine, 
Leaf  of  gold,  and  scarlet  trim. 
Shining  lacquer,  carvings  dim; 
All  the  base  of  turquoise  tile. 
Ivory  the  pillars  slim." 

And  shall  it  stand  a  thousand  years. 

My  Queen,  oh,  my  Queen? 

"Arc  the  beams  and  joists  aright? 

Measure  sills  an  even  height? 

Let  it  stand,  if  these  be  true. 

Firm  and  careful,  through  and  through; 

But  if  here  a  flaw  does  show. 

Pull  down  the  whole  to  build  anew!" 
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Transmutation 


CHE  builds  our  house  of  chips  and  straws, 

And  makes  it  fair  within, 
Of  waste  she  weaves  a  wedding  gown. 
And  new  from  old  doth  spin. 

She  tends  the  garden  of  the  house. 

Where  trod  my  careless  feet; 
Wild  poppies  I  have  scattered  grow 

A  field  of  living  wheat. 


The  Bride  and  Groom 
A  Folk-Song 


,H,  I  will  shine  the  door-knobs. 


And  keep  the  kettles  clean; 

But  will  our  love  keep  always 
Its  brightness  and  its  sheen? 

Oh,  I  can  make  you  dumplings 
And  cake,  and  apple  pie; 

But  can  you  feed  our  tender  love 
So  it  will  never  diel 

Oh,  I  can  tend  the  garden. 
To  make  it  grow  and  thrive; 

Oh,  never  mind  the  garden. 
But  keep  our  love  alive! 


Duke  Omar 


Genesis  36^  ij. 

UKE  Omar  rides  to  Midian, 


— Scarlet,  blue,  and  gold, — 
Sinking  sun  and  dawning  sun 
Gather  and  unfold. 

Sharply  jagged  mountains 
Cut  the  turquoise  East, 
Shapeless  in  the  shadow 
Every  prowling  beast. 

A  garden  waits  in  Midian 
Under  cedar  shade, 
Lifting  fragrance  timidly. 
For  his  eyes  arrayed. 


a  Picture  of  My  Smiling  Self 
at  Three  Years  Old 

ALL  of  life  looked  happy. 
All  of  life  looked  good, 
Everything  was  right  and  safe 
If  only  understood. 

Little  Sister,  would  that  I 
Had  kept  faith  with  you; 
Nothing  I  can  ever  know 
Can  equal  what  you  knew. 


The  Koots 


npHE  white  root  of  May 

Shoots  forth  its  myriad  buds, 
Yet  holds  in  the  earth 
The  years  in  birth. 

The  Spring  returns 

Through  all  the  tortured  willow 

Of  osier  wands 

In  wattled  bonds, 

Yet  root  of  willow 

Only  the  deep  earth  knows 

And  cherishes  beside 

Her  secret  streams. 

The  shape  of  every  tree. 

Poplar  or  beech 

Or  apple-tree, 

Or  showering  birch. 

Is  like  the  roots,  they  say, 

Spreading  and  round, 

Or,  keenly  as  it  spears  into  the  sky. 

Diving  straight 

Into  the  ground. 

Where  are  the  roots, 

How  deep  must  they  go, 

To  match  the  soaring  spirit  of  man, 

Brushing  Infinity 

Among  the  stars? 

<  33  >■ 


I  Said 


T  SAID 

He  is  nothing  to  me 
Any  more.  We  shall  meet  as  strangers, 
Or  at  least  as  commonplace  friends, 
All  romance  rubbed  off. 
I  thought 

As  our  letters  were  sane  and  impersonal, 
So 

Must  our  hearts  be. 

Yet  why  did  the  roof  burst  into  a  million  stars, 
And  the  floor  of  the  station  rock. 
As  his  train  drew  in? 
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Love  Runs  Along  With  Us 

TOVE  runs  along  with  us, 

'  Gives  each  a  hand, 
Tells  when  to  hurry. 
Tells  when  to  stand. 


What  though  our  minds  may  be 

Set,  with  a  frown. 
Love  laughs  and  blows  it  off 

Like  thistle-down. 


Fenwick  Fair 


(~\^  the  way  to  Fenwick, 

^"^^  Ho!  for  Fenwick  Fair! 
Up  the  road  and  down  the  hill, 
Trot  along,  you  dawdling  mare! 
Up  one  hill  and  down  the  next; 
Grave  as  deacon  with  a  text. 
There's  a  lady  over  there 
Calling  me  to  Fenwick. 

All  the  way  to  Fenwick, 
Not  for  Fenwick  Fair, 
Not  for  prize  Rhode  Island  Reds 
Nor  for  the  Races  do  I  care; 

What's  a  ride  of  twenty  mile 

If  I  can  make  that  lady  smile? 

I'll  make  her  laugh,  that  do  I  swear. 

When  I  get  to  Fenwick. 


Kainy  Easter 


nniNKLE,  drip,  and  splatter. 
Water  is  filling  the  cistern, 
Riotously 

Gurgling  down  from  the  caves 
To  be  stilled  and  sealed; 
Dark  high  rooms,  with  chill 
Air  lying  dead  in  the  hallways, 
Moldy  chill. 

And  the  dusty  damp  of  wool 
Embroideries. 

Sodden  leaves  in  the  doorway, 

Snow-drops  bent  and  bruised. 

White  buds  in  their  glazed  envelopes  concealed, 

Rain-soaked  purple  crocus, 

Flag-stones  slippery,  wet, 

Daflfodils 

Pushing  through  the  mulch  their  sturdy  leaves, 

A  little  bird,  finely  dwelling 
Where  wind  and  rain  come  not, 
Incuriously 

Looks  under  the  dripping  caves 
To  the  far  fields. 


<  37  >' 


Singing 

T  WOULD  make  for  you  a  song 

Full  of  foreign  airs, 
Full  of  towers  and  balconies 

And  fine  Damascus  wares; 
In  my  song  would  glitter 

Minaret  and  dome, 
So  you  could  go  a-journeying, 

Yet  I  should  have  you  home. 

I  would  cause  a  magic 

From  my  song  to  fall, 
Taking  you  through  Araby 

To  the  Chinese  Wall, 
Lifting  you  before  the  mast 

Into  southern  seas; 
Your  heart  would  then  have  its  desire, 

And  mine  should  be  at  ease. 
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Avowal 

CO  you  say  to  me, 
So  I  say  to  you; 
And  since  we  agree, 
It  must  be  true. 

But  my  love  and  my  dear. 
All  I  say  today  to  you 
And  all  you  tell  me, 
We  long  since  knew. 


Sea-Garden 


QILVER  sand,  silver  sand, 
^  Running  down  a  neck  of  land. 
Coral  white,  milky  white, 
In  the  warm  green  sea; 

Underneath,  underneath, 

Swim  the  silent  fishes. 

Swim  the  silent  shadows. 

Through  the  limpid  water  slips 
Quivering  yellow  sheen. 

Topaz  in  emerald 

And  ultramarine; 
Where  the  bent  light  creeps  along 
The  furrowed  sea-floor, 
Softly  wave,  sway  and  wave. 
Sea-fans  yellow,  sea-fans  blue, 

Purple  at  the  core. 

Living  sponges  stretch  their  fingers, 

Huddled  on  the  ground; 

Black  sea-urchins  through  their  needles 

Hear  the  world  above. 

Feel  the  world  around. 

Pallid  grass  upon  a  clean 
And  windless  hilltop  blows. 
Lying  to  and  upward  pulsing 
When  the  tide  is  high, 
Straining  outward,  pale  and  moveless, 
When  the  current  flows. 
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Wait  and  see 
How  silently- 
Come  amazing  fishes. 

Glittering  scale  on  scale, 
Turquoise  barred  with  moonlit  white 
Moves  a  languid  tail; 
Filmy  wings  of  living  gauze 
Float  and  sink  and  rise  full-blown, 
Sink  and  rise  and  float  again. 
Wavering  out  of  sight. 

Down  below 

Grey  swimmers  go. 

Opal  in  the  light. 

Darts  a  black  and  silver  arrow. 

Small  and  keen. 
Followed  by  a  chasing  flight 

Through  the  green. 
Quiet  mouths  along  the  ledges 
Hunting  morsels  infinite 

Nibble  food  unseen. 

Undercurrents  lift  and  lower 
Pale  sea-jessamine 
At  the  arch  of  an  arcade. 
Clear  as  crystal,  green  as  jade. 
Green  and  clear  within. 


Down  below,  far  below. 

In  a  pool  the  king-fish  lies; 

Cavernous  the  headlong  passage 

To  his  quiet  pool; 

Tawny  ferns  and  yellow  streamers, 

Orange,  ochre,  red, 

Flowing  with  the  pulling  tide. 

Hang  and  overspread, 

Conceal  his  secret  bed. 

Sometimes  as  in  dream  he  stirs, 
Moves  a  fin,  or  v/ith  his  tail 
Makes  a  sudden  vortex  down 
Which  giddy  fishes  spin; 
Terror  quivers,  panic  vibrates, 
From  his  hidden  cave, 
Scatter  all  the  silver  arrows. 
Darting  up  the  stricken  current, 
Down  the  sheltering  wave; 
Then  an  undulating  shadow 
Through  the  dimness  passes, 

Where  below. 

Far  below, 
Stir  the  ghostly  grasses. 

In  the  deeps  of  the  sea 
Rosy-pink  anemone 
Stars  the  hanging  ledges; 
Sea-fans  purple,  sea-fans  blue. 
Softly  wave,  sway  and  wave. 
Yellow  at  the  edges. 


In  the  sea,  the  South  sea. 
Ever-moving,  changing  sea. 
Coral,  white,  milky  white. 
Reaches  to  the  light; 
Up  above,  underneath. 
Waving  fans  and  grasses. 
Silent  swimming  fishes. 
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Where  the  Strange  Colors  Hang 


E  tells  her: — 

Where  the  strange  colors  hang 
Lighted,  in  the  North, 
Frozen,  hollow  and  hard. 
Is  my  house,  Go  not  forth 
From  your  warmth,  O  Beloved, 
And  your  ease  and  your  wine; 
Snows  never  melting,  and  ice, 
— These  are  mine. 

She  replies: — 

I  make  songs  of  my  ease. 
Clustered  soft  as  flowers. 
And  who  likes  may  sing; 
These  are  ours: — 
Snows  never  melting 
In  sun  low  or  high, 
And  the  strange  fires  lighted 
In  the  sky. 
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Sea-lS/ltst 

T  TP  with  the  tide  the  mist  creeps  in, 
^    Blindly  wandering, 
Up  to  the  street  and  through  the  town, 
A  strange  and  alien  thing. 
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A  Song  of  Content 


"\4'ORNING  blue  and  blowing  cloud 

Led  the  way  for  me; 
Across  my  path  a  branch  was  bent 

From  the  hawthorn  tree, 
Blossoming  white  and  bending  low, 

A  goodly  thing  to  sec. 

To  kings  and  princes  proud  and  bold 

They  say  it  may  befall 
To  set  their  hearts  on  a  crimson  rose 

Above  a  perilous  wall, 
And  they  to  reach  that  crimson  rose 

Have  joy  in  losing  all. 

Far  away  the  meadows  green, 

Sloping  to  the  sea. 
There  I  plucked  the  hawthorn  branch 

From  the  hawthorn  tree; 
More  than  blossoms  out  of  reach 

Sweet  it  was  to  me. 
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Dawn 


'HE  flickering  morning  star  has  tuned  her  lyre. 


Her  cymbals  to  the  gusty  wind  has  shaken; 
Within  a  nebula  of  amber  fire 
She  sings  the  song  that  does  the  sun  awaken. 

Look  out.  Beloved,  while  the  misty  wreath 
Of  star-drift  yet  is  tangled  in  our  hair; 
Behold,  in  dimness  whitening  the  dusk, 
The  blossoming  rods  that  hold  the  golden  pear. 

The  Judas-flower  is  wild  and  red  below. 
The  pines  are  dark,  and  white  within  the  gloom, 
Heart-breaking  sweetness  of  narcissus  mounts 
To  find  your  face,  white,  here  in  this  dark  room. 


<A7>' 


Notre  Dame  de  Bonsecours 


{Christmas  Eve^  Montreal) 

'npHY  little  chapel  hangs  between  the  earth  and  sky; 

Thy  light  shines  dear,  above  the  winter  harbor, 
The  icy  heaving  of  the  black  harbor. 

In  sudden  squalls  the  wind  twists  round  the  tower, 

And  shakes  the  outside  stair. 

Clamorous  for  snow  to  bring  the  storm's  release. 

One  penny  goes  for  candles,  one  for  Mass, 

And  one  into  the  box  beside  the  door: — 

"For  her  dear  house,  little  though  it  is,  and  poor." 

Within,  a  lighted  ship  hangs  in  a  shrine. 
And  tapers  flicker. 

And  icy  winds  go  sweeping  up  the  outside  stair. 
And  down  again. 
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Mjy  Trouble  and  My  Joy 


1^ yT  Y  Trouble  and  my  Joy 
XV-L  w^ent  out  to  walk  with  me, 
And  on  them  each  I  saw  the  seal 
Of  peace  and  misery. 

My  Joy  was  girdled  round 
With  arrow  points  of  pain; 
My  Trouble  held  in  tender  arms 
All  hope  desires  to  gain. 

They  two,  I  heard  them  say. 
Keep  always  company; 
I  gave  a  hand  to  each, 
They  both  kept  step  with  me. 


On  My  Birthday 

SWEET  unfolding  days  of  early  April! 
^"^^  Trimming  of  fruit-trees  under  a  dark  sky. 
Ploughing  of  wide  fields  and  making  of  gardens, 
Raking  of  mulch  from  the  borders,  and  shedding  of 

swathings, 
Opening  of  covers,  laying  bare  the  earth. 

The  child  runs  out  in  the  rain  with  delight. 

And  the  whipping  wash  is  hurried  into  the  house. 

Spat-a-spat! 

As  it  thins  to  a  trickle 

A  new  shade  of  green  is  laid  over  the  fields  and  the  lawn. 

Through  a  gap  in  the  heavy  West  a  gold  light  pours 
And  quietly  glows  on  the  neighbors*  windows 
And  on  the  dishes  in  rows  in  the  pantry, 
A  liquid  lustre  of  gold  on  the  willow-ware, 
Filling  the  glasses  with  amber  wine  aflame. 

And  now,  in  this  moment  are  felt  and  heard 

Innumerable  promptings  and  urgings, 

Pushing  of  things  to  the  light.  Indomitable  wills 

Are  at  work.  There  is  deep 

Inevitable  certainty,  and  constant  pushing. 

Polished  sheathings  of  tulips 
Arc  forcing  bluntly  upwards. 

Uncovered  today,  they  are  measuring  height  with  to- 
morrow, 
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Green-brown,  and  brown-red, 
Sturdy  and  sleek  and  purposeful. 

The  tender  fuzzy  hepatica-shoots,  beat  and  closely  folded, 

Under  last  year's  leathery  sheltering  leaves. 

Gently  make  their  way,  with  buds  held  close. 

The  peach-trees  wear  a  haze  of  fertile  red. 

And  the  willows  a  veil  of  potent  yellow. 

In  the  garden,  the  woods,  on  the  hills 

Beyond,  from  here  to  the  salt  sea, 

And  circling  the  earth. 

Are  pushings  and  urgings  to  birth. 

How  could  I,  who  in  these  days  worship  God, 
Unknown,  but  known  as  the  sun  is  known. 
For  his  power  in  the  spirit  as  his  sun  has  power  in  the 
body. 

How  could  I  have  been  content  in  the  dark 
Before  birth,  or  have  slept  a  moment  longer? 
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Dream 


n^ORN  with  unquiet  longing, 

Daphnis  rises  from  sleep, 
Down  to  the  moonlit  meadow 
He  goes  to  count  his  sheep. 
Keeping  the  frolicking  lambs  at  bay, 
The  serious  sheep  he  puts  to  play 
At  their  time-honored  game. 
Over  the  wall,  every  one, 
And  when  he  counts  one  hundred  and  one, 
The  deed  is  done. 
And  he  dreams. 

He  dreams  of  Asia  pinnacled 

In  misty  gold 

Within  a  scarlet  veil; 

He  sees  Maeander  and  the  Persian  streams 

That  run  through  watered  gardens  of  delight 

Where  heavy  globes  of  honey-colored  fruit 

Are  hanging,  softly  bright; 

The  grass  is  thick 

With  marigolds 

And  scattered  pinks. 

And  in  the  shade 

A  lute  is  tinkling,  dripping 

Drops  of  silver  sound. 

The  ancient  gardens  of  the  Pleiades 
Are  watered  well,  with  Sagittarius 
To  keep  the  bears  away 


And  Taurus  at  a  distance; 

Even  Capricornus 

Of  the  fish-tail 

Breaks  off  his  play 

Among  the  hyacinths 

At  sight  of  that  swift  bow. 


Drifting  streams  of  silver  light 
Obscure  the  gardens  of  delight, 
And  he  wakes. 

Lambs  and  sheep  lie  close  around  him, 
Zodiac  at  home  beside  him. 
Dusty  Black-nose  nudges  up  his  cloak; 
"Good  Morning,  Aries!" 

Bewildered  now  he  looks  upon  the  sunlit  meadow, 

The  trees  knit  close  to  earth,  the  blowing  grasses. 

And  hurrying  ants; 

He  knows  not,  nor  do  I, 

Where  he  has  been,  or  how. 

Nor  if  his  life  by  day  is  momentary. 

His  dream,  eternity. 
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Song  of  the  Inconstant  Lover 


f\NCE  for  an  old  love. 

Twice  for  a  new; 
Well  may  the  weathercock 
The  winds  pursue, 
Far  in  the  distance, 
Shining  high, 
Image  of  perfect 
Constancy! 

What  a  gay  Maypole 
Dance  wx  thread, 
Under  and  over. 
Music-led, 
Then  unwinding. 
All  to  undo; 
Ottce  for  an  old  love 
Twice  for  a  new! 
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NLagic 


"POURING  the  night  the  rain 

Laid  a  green  veil  on  the  hedge, 
And  the  border  of  green  at  the  edge 
Of  the  pond  spread  over  the  field, 
And  green  hills  v/ere  revealed 
By  the  rain,  the  warm  rain. 

At  early  dawn  the  rain 

Conjured  out  to  the  light 

Purple  and  yellow  and  white, 

Purple  and  white  and  blue. 

When  the  crocus  buds  burst  through 

In  the  rain,  the  April  rain. 


When  the  Green  Lightning 


/HEN  the  green  lightning  rips 
^  ^  Down  the  brass-colored  sky. 
The  little  dogs  cower 
As  they  trembling  lie 
Under  the  house,  as  far  as  can  be 
From  terror  they  alone  can  see. 

What  is  this  blindfold  insolence 

Of  ours,  that  we  live  merrily 

Within  the  storm,  as  those  at  sea 

Play  cards  and  smoke  while  the  immense 

Dooming  wave  gathers  and  stands, 

Ready  to  drop  and  crash? 

Only  the  dogs,  in  all  this  place. 
Keep  fresh  within  their  memory 
The  mights  and  terrors  we  outface 
So  heedlessly. 
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Skating  Song 


UGH  weather  rides  the  icy  channel, — 
Blow,  blow,  snow  from  the  North! 
Beyond  the  ridge  of  the  hill  my  love 
Looks  from  her  window,  but  goes  not  forth. 

Swirling  eddies  touch  me  lightly, 

Spinning  on  the  glassy  floor. 
White  wind,  heavy-laden, 

Lead  on  before! 

Twisting  currents  turn  the  corners. 

On,  on,  the  strong  wings  bear. 
Sweep,  sweep  me  on,  O  North  wind. 

Through  the  clogged  air. 

Shrieking  tearing  wind,  I  dare  you; 

Lift  me,  buffet  me,  what  you  will, 
I,  exulting,  warm  and  living. 

Swing  on  towards  my  hill. 
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Nladame  Curie  'deceives  Her  Degree 


TIKE  a  stray  white  flower  sprung  up  in  alien  soil, 

^  Rapt  with  a  dream  and  a  vision 
Of  the  edge  of  what  lies  beyond 
The  molecules  and  ions  of  her  laboratory, — 
Black  dress,  fair  floating  hair,  are  shot  onto  the  platform 
Before  a  throng  of  eager  interested  faces, 
Irrelevant  and  unrelated  to  her 
As  King  and  Queen  and  all  the  pack  of  cards 
To  Alice  in  Wonderland  when  the  Trial  ended. 
Her  tired,  pale  saint's  face  starts  awake, 
A  slow  smile  glimmers. 
And  she  is  gone. 
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Terra  Sancta 

T  TOW  shall  it  be  explained, 

How  can  it  be  told, 
What  the  hours  of  life 
Are  too  small  to  hold? 

Closed  within  the  hushed 

Solemnity  of  love. 
All  I  see  and  hear 

I  cannot  speak  of. 
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The  Proud  Beauty,  at  the  Last 


T  KNEW  I  should  beloved 

All  my  life  long, 
I  took  it  loftily; 
There  I  was  wrong. 

Love  never  gave  to  me 
What  the  poor  maid. 
Humble  before  her  King, 
At  his  feet  laid; 
Never  for  me  that  joy, 
Priceless,  and  lost; — 
Giving  the  gift  is. 
Taking,  the  cost. 
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Gloriously  the  Sunset  Light 


/GLORIOUSLY  the  sunset  light 

Trembles  on  the  wall; 
Tangled  shades  of  tree  and  vine 
From  the  window  fall. 
In  the  years  that  are  to  come 
Look  deep,  and  remember 
What  she  said,  and  what  she  did, 
This  last  day  of  September. 
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A  Night  of  Wind 


AND  are  you  standing  there, 
^  And  do  you  wait  for  me? 
My  eager  welcome  stays  in  awe 
Of  a  mystery. 

What  guides  my  breathless  way 
Through  starry  web  and  quickened  air, 
And  opens  unseen  spacious  doors 
Upon  a  hidden  stair? 

O  West  wind,  blow  through  mc, 
That  no  disguise  may  be; 
O  North  wind  blow  to  me 
The  way  that  God  may  be! 
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Heart-Break  Corner 


'y'HERE  the  cars  go  East  and  West, 

There  the  pink  horse-chestnut  stands. 
Dripping  silence  in  the  rain, 
Holding  out  detaining  hands. 
He  went  East  and  I  went  West, 
Clinging  to  my  heavy  chains. 
Chains  of  gold  and  cruel  iron; 
Nothing  but  the  gold  remains. 
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Armistice 


AN  it  be  true  that  we  are  not  dead. 


That  the  grass  is  warm  in  the  sun, 
That  the  heavy  dark  can  lighten 
After  all  that  has  been  done? 
That  the  aching  weight  is  lifting. 
Sliding  off,  and  we  are  not  crushed? 
That  the  brutal  guns  of  battle 
And  the  fiendish  bombs  are  hushed? 

As  rising  from  our  graves, 
We  stretch  our  arms  in  the  sun, 
Incredible  our  freedom. 
Impossibly  begun. 


Non  Prospke  aut  Kespice 

T  TREMBLE  when  Fate  looks  at  mc 

And  hold  my  eyes  away, 
I  will  not  guess  the  course  she  plans. 
Nor  hasten  her  delay; 
For  even  hope  may  slip  the  spell 
From  what  perhaps  might  be; 
Did  not  too  sure  possession  mean 
A  lost  Euridice? 
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The  Captive 


yT  Y  chain  of  bondage  is  so  weak  and  slight, 
A  fragile  thread  of  shining  gossamer, 
That  I  am  free  to  wander  as  I  will 
About  the  fields  and  up  and  down  the  streets; 
And  yet,  my  very  wish  my  will  defeats, — 
I  glory  that  my  fetters  are  so  light. 
Yet  long  for  chains,  and  shackles  heavier. 
And  tremble  lest  the  shining  silver  thread 
Should  break,  and  float  dissolving  out  of  sight. 
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The  Unattained 


T'HY  are  your  eyes  so  wide  with  fear, — 
My  Bride,  oh,  my  Bride?" 

"You  are  kind,  and  you  are  dear. 
But  life  is  so  long,"  she  cried. 

"Why  do  you  not  put  off  your  cloak, 
My  Bride,  and  my  guest? 
The  house  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours, 
Sweet  content  is  best." 

She  said,  (can  I  forget  those  bitter  words?) 
"I  was  not  made  for  rest." 


Winter  Afternoon 

TT  T'HY  is  the  air  so  dark  now, 

^  ^  Hiding  all  the  sky? 
Why  are  you  lighting  all  the  lights?" 

The  frightened  children  crv. 
It  is  only  dark  now 

To  let  the  snow  blow  by. 

Why  is  my  heart  so  dark  now, 
And  brought  so  low  to  lie, 

My  heart  that  used  to  skip  and  run 
Where  dreams  are  bright  and  high? 

Oh,  children,  children,  tell  me. 
To  let  my  grief  blow  by. 
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Full  Moon 


'OU  promised  me  my  wish,  O  Moon, 


When  you  were  just  a  sliver, 
Gleaming  in  the  Western  sky, 
Trembling  on  the  river. 

And  now  a  Queen  you've  grown  to  be, 

Worldly-wise,  and  older, 
Do  you  remember  what  you  promised 

Over  my  left  shoulder? 
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The  Sailor  J  Hopelessly  in  Love 


TT7INDING  her  gold  hair, 

•  ^  My  little  mermaid  sits 
Looking  out  of  eyes 
That  drive  away  my  wits. 

How  the  sand-peeps  dare 
Crowd  so  close  around  her, 
Running  off  again, 
As  if  they  had  not  found  her! 

If  I  should  come  near. 
Put  hand  upon  her  shoulder, 
Weil  I  know  my  arms 
Could  never  hold  her. 

Slippery  as  the  sea-kelp. 
With  her  gold  comb, 
She  would  melt  away 
Into  the  foam. 

When  my  ship  goes  down, 
(It  happens  soon  or  later,) 
Within  my  cabin  door 
I  will  await  her. 

She  will  look  curiously 
At  my  hard  bed, 
And  I  may  touch  her  then, 
Touch  her  bright  head. 
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I  will  draw  the  door  close, 
(Paying  my  sea-toll,) 
While  green  water  swirls 
In  through  the  port-hole. 

In  the  green  sea-water 
Would  I  might  drown! 
Would  that  my  good  ship 
Might  go  down ! 
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Prudent 

/^OVER  the  fire, 
^  Cover  it  deep. 
From  the  ashes 
Let  no  flame  leap; 
For  someone  will  search 
This  house  today; 
Keep  the  fire 
Hidden  away. 


